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Christmas Eve 


Author's Notes: 
This is me trying to get in to the Christmas spirit! Seems that fics are definitely helping this year! Enjoy, and 
avery Merry Christmas to you alll : 


December 20/2 


A Christmas tree, stretching to the ceiling, sits in one corner. Ornaments sparkle on its branches, a tasteful 
selection of red and gold. Beneath the tree are stacks of gifts, some from us, some from friends, some from 
the band. Everywhere you look, there are decorations, all matching, and all just as tasteful as the tree. The 


house smells welcoming, tainted with the scents of gingerbread, mulled wine and fir tree. 


Lying on the couch, you sleep, your head in my lap, utterly exhausted. You were even too tired to put on the 
red flannel pajamas you wear every Christmas Eve. And | don't blame you for wanting a rest. Ever since we 
got back off tour two weeks ago, all you've done is run. You've brought (and decorated) the tree, trimmed the 
house, purchased gifts, handed them out, written cards, and put them in the mail. You've sweated over a hot 


oven, baking cookies, and gingerbread, and those little edible decorations for the tree (hope you haven't noticed 


that I've eaten most of them. They go really well with a coffee). Just Today, on the day before the most 
magical day of the year, you were racing around the stores, buying the food we need for tomorrow. You're 


utterly and totally whacked. 


Gently | stroke your hair, watching as you murmur and roll over, the back of your head pressed against my 


groin 


| can't believe that, this time next year, we'll be celebrating thirty years together. Thirty years! Sure, we've 
had our ups and downs, but we've always gotten through them. Always battled through what life throws at 


us. 


Do you remember our first Christmas, Junior? December 1983, just a few short months after we'd met. The 
apartment was a shit hole, but it was our shit hole and, as far as we were concerned, it was the Hilton. We 
were happy. Your parents had invited you home but there was no way we could afford a second ticket so that 


both of us could go. Hell, we couldn't even afford the gas to drive back to Minnesota. 


I'll never forget waking up on that first Christmas morning. Sometime, during the night, someone had woken and 
hung a few decorations on a sorry excuse for a tree. With a gleam in your eye, you'd told me it was the 
elves, but I'm sure it was you. You've still never told me what went down on that Christmas Eve night. One 
day | hope you'll tell me. Beneath the tree was a small box, neatly gift wrapped with a tiny bow on top. A gift 
tag dangled from it. To Dave. Merry Christmas! Love, Junior. 


| swear, I've never been so excited! | grabbed the box and danced back to bed, waking you up so you could 
watch. You murmured something about sleep but obligingly woke. | still have that necklace you gave me, that 
first ever Christmas gift from the only person who's ever stolen my heart. Fuck, | love you, Junior, and I'll 
never stop. The ache has never gone away, the one which starts in my soul and warms its way through me. 


Whenever | look at you, or hear your voice, it washes its way through me, gripping me. 


| never did get you anything for that Christmas, and I've always regretted it. Didn't think you'd want anything. 
And, despite your gentle proclamations that | was the best Christmas gift ever, | know that your heart wanted 
a gift to unwrap. You unwrapped me instead, but that's not the same, is it? 


That Christmas was the year | discovered how much Christmas means to you. What | didn't know was that 
you'd been stashing away bits of money. A dollar here, a quarter there, a nickel in a jar behind the toilet. Why 
didn't | find that jar? | spent enough time visiting that toilet. You'd spent the money the three things you knew 
made me happy; booze, drugs, and food. Back then, | hated Christmas music. It reminded me of everything 


which went wrong in my life. But you had to have it on and, slowly, it began to win over my heart again 


Switching on the radio, you cooked to the classic songs and carols, humming and singing as you stirred, and cut, 
and basted. It wasn't much, a bit of meat and a few vegetables with an anemic looking cranberry sauce, but it 
was still Christmas dinner. And I've never been happier than when l'm watching you dance and sing your way 


around the kitchen. There's something extremely sexy about it, especially with that apron you wear. 


Mmmm.. | wouldn't mind seeing you wear nothing but that apron Why haven't | thought of that before?! 
In the evening, we got drunk and stoned, and fucked like rabbits. A perfect end to a perfect day. 
That first Christmas was perfect, and they've only gotten better. 


We did eventually make it to your parents for Christmas. And, for all my moaning about the cold and the 
snow, | did enjoy it. Just wish | realised it earlier. They were magical times, chasing one another through the 
snow, getting cold and wet. We regressed to children, having snowball fights, building snowmen, and sledging. 
Your family embraced me as though | was one of their own, welcoming me in to their home. | remember the 
smell of the cooking, the gingerbread, the turkey, the hot chocolate, the freshly baked bread. So homely and.. 
perfect. Whenever we returned to your parents, | always felt happy, as though they were the perfect family 
I'd spent so long looking for. | can see where you get all your traits and mannerisms from. And | love each and 


every one. 


And now we have a home of our own, have done for years. A place which we can decorate and love, creating 
our own memories. | always look forward to this time of the year. Not just for the gifts and the decorations 
and the rounds of friends coming to visit, but for the person | get to spend them with. | couldn't wish for a 
better person to wake up to on Christmas Day (and every other day). You may be nearly fifty but the 
excitement is still there, the twinkle in your eyes, and the wide, happy smile. Your excitement is infectious, 


getting in to every fibre of my being. It's one of the millions of things | love about you. 


There's something you don't know about tomorrow. You remember | gave you the list for the store? Yeah, 
you had an utterly shocked look on your face, and | hope you don't suspect anything. Tomorrow I'm going to 
cook. It's taken me nearly three decades to get to this point, but it's time for you to put up your feet and 
actually relax. Sure, | know you'll come in to the kitchen and mess around, making sure the potatoes go in at 
just the right time, and that the gravy hasn't boiled dry. It's finally time for me to make up for the 
Christmases I've screwed up. The one's where I've been too drunk or strung out to care. The ones where I've 
forgotten to get you gifts because I've spent all the money on dope. And the ones where l've woken in someone 
else's bed, completely unaware of the date. You've been pissed. You've kicked me out a few times. Heck, you've 
even broken my nose a couple of times, but I've always deserved it ‘cause I've fucked up. When | should have 
been paying you attention I've been pleasing myself. | know I've been a complete ass over the years and now 
it's time to finally wipe all those moments under the rug and begin again. You do so much for me and so 
rarely do | thank you. Fuck knows why you've spent so long by my side when you could have had a choice of 
so many other people. So tomorrow, me, the man who can burn water, will cook Christmas dinner. And, every 
day, | will make sure that | do something just for you. Something other than the obligatory "I love you"'s, the 
kisses, and the lovemaking. Because I've always wanted you to feel as special as you make me feel. It might 
have taken me a while to get to this point (Hal) but I'm going to do it. That's my Christmas promise to you. 
And if | don't, then feel free to kick my ass, because | want to spend the rest of my life with you. 


Your gifts are hidden beneath the tree. You don't even know they're there. | did it in the dead of night while 
you were at a meeting, fetching them from the hiding place and carefully wrapping them. You've never 


discovered my hiding place, and I'm glad. ‘cause that's where everything | buy you goes until | need it. Trust 


me, it's changed a lot over the years. At one point it was the studio. Then it was the garage. Now you'll never 
find them, not until | want you to have them. But there's nothing else there, | promise. No drugs, no booze, no 


two-bit whore. It's just a safe place to hide the things | want to give to my beloved. 


On the couch, you stretch, your back clicking before you settle down again. Glancing to the mantlepiece, my 
eyes fall on the clock. I 52pm. 


Easing you from my legs, | stand and slide my arms around you, picking you up. My back groans; | really am 
getting too old for this but, as long as | can walk, and as long as the surgeon doesn't harass me too much, 


then I'll still carry you to bed. 


You open your eyes, wide hazel gems looking confused before they settle on me. Brushing the hair from your 


face, you give me a tired smile and loop your arms around my neck, burying your face against my shoulder. 
You're asleep before | even get to the stairs. 


Merry Christmas, Junior. May there be many more to come. 


~~ The End ~~ 


